As an old knight that will to the wars no longer,

weary with battle and incessant age,
watches Olympic youth with life's bright hunger

enter the lists and take the epic stage,
so love's young champions, passing by your singer,

pressed forward bright and madly to engage
in the brave joust where wit is always stronger

(trust an old fighter !) than the utmost rage*
But when my wrinkled bark your magic voice

wooed back to green as once Medea beguiled

with potion and herb old Aeson in her season,
alas ! I yielded since I had no choice.

Alas ! because I am become a child

with less of spirit and no more of reason.
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